c You accept everything he says as gospel. When he's
with you you hardly dare to breathe. I saw it just now when
he told us why he was parting from Flora. Everything he
said about that was directed against us and aimed at separa-
ting us, too. I did protest and argue, but you, instead of
backing me up, didn't open your mouth. Anyone would
have believed that you thought he was right, and after all,
perhaps you did think so. In any case, it was very awkward
for me. What did I look like, trying to defend our love all
by myself ?'

Antoine felt like a very small boy, and, in quest of a retort,
had recourse to a very reluctant lie.

* I didn't say anything because I didn't want to offend
Paul. After all it's he who put me up to making money.'

c True. As a matter of fact, I think you were right.
I thought of that too, and managed to stop myself in time.'

So saying, Yvette gave Antoine a meaning smile, which
annoyed him. He spent the afternoon in writing a letter to
the prisoner, playing with Chou, and exchanging rather
tepid and desultory conversation with Yvette. However, he
felt perfectly happy. Between six and seven o'clock in the
evening they received a visit from Flora, a handsome, tall,
and dashing lady of twenty-eight, with a mane of dark red
hair. She melted into tears in the arms of Yvette who
addressed her as * Poor darling '. After a good cry she threw
open her mink coat, planted herself in the centre of the room
with her hands on her hips, and exclaimed in a masculine
voice :

c I ask you ! A half-baked kid that I taught the facts of life
to, and now he thinks he can pack me out at a minute's
notice because he says he " is too young to have a woman ".
Too young ! And he comes and tells me that to my face,
after me letting my feelings get the better of me and trailing
him around for a year, flattering him, choosing his neckties,
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